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To the right honour able my ef elt 


good Lorde the Erle of Surrey. Thomas ¶ hureſſ ye: dt 


wilbeth many happie Rewe yereg, Foꝛtunate 
daies and weekes, encreaſe of honour and vertue, 
with motte affured felicitie. 


suo ve not my good lorde, whe- 
ber my boldneffe and prefum- 
isk Prin be greater, then the bafe~ 
vaeſſe of my matter herein pen- 

Av Nal! ned,and F mynde to preſente: 
ried Bb! confideryng the worthineſſe of 
—— 5 per ſonage, to whom F dedi- 
cate my e, the weakeneffe of my wit, that pre- 
ſenteth vaine werfes „ where vertue of the mynde 
aboundeth . But for that F treate not of mere trifles, 
(nor meane to corrupt found ſenſes, and good maners 
with Wanton wordes or leude rime) am partly per- 
{waded this myne Newyeres gift, ſhall giue your lord- 
ſhip delite, and purchace ro my felf the defired than- 
kes,that ewery honest writer de ſcrueth : Becaufe the 
ſubſtance and eſſect of all my inuentions,are fhado ved 
Vnder the [held of good meanyng: And a matter well 
ae eg the courtefie of true conStructsd )mate paffe 

rolls the 


The Epiſtle 


the mufter eg good opinion of the people,emong the beſt 
affemblies that looketh on the furniture I bryng and 
ableneffe of my penne. And albeit fome weapons Want 
to beate backe the thompyng boltes of eusll tongues( in 
my defence be it fpoken )yet the Armour of right, and 
Target of trothe {hall bee fuffictent to firtke doune the 
blowes,that hautie hartes with threatnyng thwartes 
can offer. And who fo euer haflely or vnaduiſedly 
through malictous wordes, hinders the credite of any 
honeſt workes maie be thought both a raſſhe and a par- 
ciall [peaker,@/ a buſie medler in matters thei neither 
mynde to amende nor nor will fuffer that the Wworlde 
hall ſpealę well thereof. But now farther to Procede, ec 
enter into the caufe of this my boldneſſe, the troth 1s in 
callyng to rem brance a promes that I made, touching 
ſome ver [es.cAnd honoryng in harte the Erle of Sur- 
rie pour Lordjhipps graundſather, & my master( who 
was a noble Wwarrtour, an eloquent Oratour, and a ſe- 
cond Petrarke )1 could doe no leffe but publifhe to the 
worlde [omewhat that hould ſhe we, I had loft no time 
in bis ſeruice. And finding an other of his race and to- 
wardnelfe,who hath taſte and feelyng in the good gif 
tes of Nature, and noble vertues of his aunceflours, 
( the hope of whiche graces,promifeth greate perfecti 
on to followe in tyme to come) I thought F might de- 
dedicate 


Dedicatorie. 
dicate a booke unto your Lord/hippe, named by myne 
owne liking (hurchyards Charge. But now right no- 
ble Earle, the Wworlde louyng change and Varietie of 
matter, waxeth awearte of freuoulous verfes( becaufe 
ſo many are writers of Mieter) and looketh for fome 
learned diſcourſe, by Whiche meanes my barrasn boo- 
kes mate remaine Vnred, or mifliked,and ſo lye on the 
Stationers ftall,as a fillte ſigne of a ne we nothyng, nei- 
ther worthe the buuyng, nor the regardyng. To that F 
mate aun/Wwere ( nder pardon and correction) that 
the grounde whiche of Nature yeldeth,but T histles or 
Brambles maie bryng forthe no good Corne of wt felf, 
contrary to his operation and linde. Nor a man that 
is accustomed to treate of trifles maie, not meddle 
with the decpeneffe of graue argumentes.For as tt paf- 
ſes the fearche and capacitie of a fimple Mitte, to ſe in 
to any matter of importaunce: ſo it is neceſſarie that a 
Pleaſaunt and plaune companion ſhould aluaies be oc- 
cupied about pastymes,and namely at Christmas, whe 
little fhort tales, drines out a pece of the long mighres, 
and rather with mirthe to procure a laughter, then 
with fadneffe prouoke a lo wyyng:and he that fturreth 
cup the heauie myndes to light ſome conſaites, is more 
Welcome in euer place, then he that ouerthrowes the 
weake fenfes of common people, with curious imagina- 
sage) Sethe 
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tiont, and burthens bot he bodie and mynde, with wor- 
des of greater Weight, then common iudgement can cõ- 
ceiue, and be able to beare. A tale or a toye mirrely de- 
Liuered,pleafeth mofte mennes eares : and an earneSte 
ſadde argument, either rockes aman a ſlepe, or maketh 
the hearers a wearie. And the nature of Rime ws to re- 
sue the ſpirites, or moue a (mile, when many a one ts 
ſcarce pleaſauntiy diSpofed . eA Rime goeth on futche 
feete, ſtandeth on futche sayntes,and rappeth out [atch 
reaſons, that Wwsfedome taketh pleafure in, and follie 
will make a wonder of. The woordes by inuention hits 
a thyng fo iompe, and kepes fatche a decorum and me- 
thode, that bot he order and meaſure is feen,in the cun- 
nyng conueyance of the ver ſes, eſpecially if the [wete 
and ſinothe fentences bee fifted from the fowre rough 
Braune of needeleſſe babble and vanitie -eA ſenſible 
Bitte hauyng the pennyng of the matter. But loe my 
good Lorde in jhewyng the nature and qualitie of a 
good ver ſe, ho w my hoblyng is ſcen, and perceiued by 
the badutſſe, or bare handelyng of the thynges herein 
vritten yet now I haue ron ſo farre in auer veenyng, 
that either F am forced to goe forward, or remaine in 
the nid vate diſcomforted, and Without remeadye. 
VV herefore, albecit F phall thewe but abondell of drie 
deurfes, f must open my fardell,e§ make [ale of ſutche 
8 ai 
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fruffe,as my hedde hath been ftuffed wit hall: uem like 
the poore Peddlar, that trudgeth with his packe to a 
Faire, and there wnjoldeth emong fome ne ve laces eg 
odde trifles,a greate deale of old ware and little ré- 
nantes that for Lacke of quicke fale , hath laine long 
snaclofe corner. I necde not to feeke out a patren to 
ſupport them. for thet are neither worthe the readyng, 
nor the bu yng, vet hauyng no better, am compelled to 
cutter the thynges F haue leſte. Prouidyng that my 
nexte booke mase [hewe fomewhat emong the reſt that 
goeth before: for that it ſhall be dedicated to the moſte 
WworthteSt( and towardes noble man), the Erle of Ox- 
ford, as my laifure mase ferue,and yet With greate ex- 
pedition. Thus beyng ower tedious and bolde, im ftret- 
ching out afhort and ſorie Epiftle( that had been bet- 
ter Ait up in fewe lines) F wifhe your Lord up ma- 
ny ne pe and happie yeres , long life to your libing, to 
the honour of GOD, and encreaſe of good fame: and a 
peece or portion of eche goodneffe can be named. 
From my lodging nere to the Courte the 
firft date of Tanuarie. Your Lord- 
——— fhippes alvates at com- 
maundemeute. 


Thomas Cc hurchyard. 
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Daily trouble the good 
Re — ‘Reader with Bookes » Uerfes, 
8 5 Pamflettes, and many other tri- 
N N Hug thinges,as mutche to hold 
28 LOSS thee occupied in good will to- 

a RS wurde me(and keepe thee from 
loffe of tyme ) as for any matter that I esther ca gaine 
glorie H, or deſerueth to bee embrafed:but ufyng me 
and my worles thankefully and paryng me for my pat. 
wes, with the like courteſie, that other men reapeth for 
their labours , I thinke my ftudse well bestowed, and 
promes yet with my penne ,topleafure thee farther. 
Aud for that F would haue all menne to thinle, that 
in trothe and plainneſſe N haue greate felicitie , and 
doe hate any linde of flatterie or fineneffe. F meane in 
my next booke,called my (hallenge,to ronne ouer ma- 
ny of myne other Woorkes,and here peraduenture by 
Some reporte of others,( that knewe not the trotſte,) F 
haus failed in fettyng foorthe of fome ferurces, emong 
the whiche Maeffer hon Norrice, and diners Por- 
7 thie 


The Preface. 


thie gentlemen ¶ uptaines now in Flaunders,haue not 
the wort hineſſe of their ſeruices declared. I doe pro- 
mes that now beyng better inStrulted , and hauyng 
true intelligence of thynges as thei were, I will at 
large write the commendation of ats many, as merites 
to bee honoured for their well doyng, and make amen- 
des, where either by ignoraunce, or the report of others 
F baue failed.For fo ſure as GOD is Almightie, if F 
could gaine mountaines of golde, to flatter any one in 
Printyng au Vntrothe, I would rather wiſhe my 
handles were of, then take in bande futche a matter. 
For neither aſſection, fauor, commoditie, fame, nor par- 
ciallitie, at no tyme nor [eafon,fhall will yngly bead my 
penne amiffe. And farther, i, F thought any one for 
his one glories ſale, had tolde me more then is truely 
to bee proued : F would not onely condempne my felf 
for giuyng futche haftie credite, to ainglorious peo- 
ple: But in like forte my penne ſpould ſpe we the blotte 
in their bro yes, that giueth me wrong aduertiſemen- 
tec. And ſo good Reader, condẽ pne not me if anything 
bee amiſſe, or lefte out that ought to haue been tou- 
ched. For as T knowe and am in§trutted ) ſee yng nos 
all my felf ) F must write, and fo till my nexte-booke 
come forthe( where many thynges hall be treated of ) 
and that my good will to the honouryng of vertue 
ae a ah hall 
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frall bee ſcen. I bidde thee fare well freendly Reader, 
crauyng thy fauourable Iudgemente on that F haue 
pritten. From thofe men for whom my booke hath bin 
a blast of fame cunto(as I did beleue by the true trõ- 
pet of penne )are not of futche greate abilitie, that ei- 
ther their purfes power or countenaunces, could com- 
pill me to follo ve their humours nor by any meanes 
Wwoorke my muſe to their wille, whofe ritcheſſe and 
we alt he is not able (if men would be hired )to wrest a 
wrie the hande and hedde of an honest vriter. And to 
male manifeſt that Fneither willbe infedted, nor car- 
ried awate from that whiche is good, for any badde 
practice and per[waftons, F confeffe before GOD and 
the worlde, I ſcarce haue receiued thankes,for the ho- 
west labors f haue taken(at their handes that I haue 
Written of) mutche leſſe haue been recompenced, or 
founde cauſò to flatter the worlde. But in one thyng 
F mate reioyce, the honourable perſone to whom my 
¶ Hoice is dedicatedſ and others of great callyng )hath 
bothe been gratefull ſondrie wases( in moffe bountifull 
maner: ) and alſo hath encoraged me to proceede in the 
like paines, vhiche iu very deede I mynde to go about 
at well to the fame and glory of good menne,as for the 


aduoidyng of floth and sdelneffe my felf- 
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GA ftorie tranflated out of F renche. 


Nold tyme paſte in Picardie, 
there dwelt an honeſt man, 
I Whole name the forte doeth not tell, 
what he was called than: 
A wife he had, a houſe he helde. 
as Farmers vſe to doo, 
And lacked little for theſame, 
that did belong there too. 
Amd ag Gon ſent hym ſuffiſance, 
to rubbe forthe life here lent, f 
So for to chere vnweldie age, faire childꝛen God hym ſeut: 
Ok whiche he had one moſte in minde, a lad of liuly ſpꝛecte, 
Tho with great care he kept to ſchoole, as foꝛ his youth was meete. 
This hope to glad his fathers harte, in bookes ſet his delite, 
And learnd to make a Latine verſe, to reade and eke to wzict: 
Amd fox his Mature was enclinde, to ſtudie learnyngs lore, 
The better he aplied his ſchoole, he profited the moze, 
To make his ſchoole the fweeter ſeem, with Mulicke mired was, 
The ſtudie thathe followd then, the tyme awaie to paſſe: (mal let, 
Good bockes were bought and inſtruments, greate charge was but 
Ikthat thereby the father might, the ſonne fore knowledge get. 
Ju ſeuen peres (as tyme it was, )this ſtriplyng gan co tatte, 
Tyme well emploied, tyme dꝛiuen forthe, and tyme ill {per in walle, 
And made no frail account thereof, but Till fought more to haue, 
Tiherewith he to his father tame, on knees this did he craue. 
Thane q he dete father now, my childiche daies oe rome, 
And as J thinke, and you beleue, my hopes delites are donne: 
And as my witte and grate hath feru’p, fame learnyng haue Jgote, 
And as I knowe vou loue me well, on me pou ſhould not dots. 


a meane J ch ould not Hill at home, vuder my wis il ag 
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Be bꝛought vp like a wanton child, anddoe no other thing: 

The wozlde is wide, J want no witte, your wealth is not fo greate, 
But pou mate thinke in ſome dere pere, J ſcarte deſerue my meate. 
And though peur kinve and cuſtome is, full fatherlike alwaie, 

Pet ſhould pour ſonne diſcretion haue, to eaſe pou as he mates 
Ciberefore to make pour burthen leſſe, let me goe ſeeke my happ, 
And let no longer now pour ſonne, be lullde in mothers lapp. 
The father wile well under ſtoode, his childs requeſt at full, 

And chat the ſethers of his vouth, he thought awaie to pull: 
(Getore he gaue hym leaue to parte) by councell graue and ſage, 
Vell boxe quoth he now art thou came, vnto thy flowꝛyng age. 
Now art thou like the little wande, that bent and bound will ber, 
Unto his hande oz to his ſ kill, that litte to maiſter thee: | 
Nou are ripe peres ſoone rotten made, now art thou apt totake, | 
Bothe good and hand, but cheefly things, that age bidds thee forfake, 
And now large {cope ſhall fone foꝛget, what ſhoꝛt rein learnd in ſchole 
And thou that wiſely wat brought vp, ſhall plaie the wanton foole, 
Abꝛode as wilde harebꝛains are wont, newe taken from their bocke, 
Aud in a while late all a ſide, nere after their on lake. 

In eury place of thy repaire, thou ſhalt no father finde, 

Noz ſcarte a freende to whõ thou maieſt, at all tymes tho thy minde: 
But on Gods bleſſyng coe thy waie, thy wilde Otes are vnfowne, 
(Hereafter time Mall l earne thee well, things to thee now vnkno ume. 
The ladde his leaue and farewell tooke, well furniſht for the nonce, 
And had about hym as J trome, his trraſure all at once: 

Tao court he came all maiſterleſſe, and ſawe what likt hyn bette, 
Ok rumyng Leather were his ſhues, his feete no where could reſte: 
His book es to blade and bucklar chang d, he gaue ope ſcholars trade, 
Ahere reuell ropſted all in ruffe, there he his reſidence made. 

This rule had ſaone his purſe fo pickt, that pꝛincoks wanted pence, 
And oft he ſawe ſame truſſed vp, that made but linall offences... 
His lather farre from ſeyng this, he come ok haneſt ſtocke, 

De hoffryng forthe a hatefull life, in many a wicked flocke, 

And pꝛicked oft to ſlipper ſhifts, yet ſome regard he tooke, 

To be a ſclander to his kinne, that kept hym ta his baoke: 

Aud in a better moode to thʒiue, to leruite did he dꝛawe, 


He 
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He mutt goe that the deuill dꝛiues, ye knowe neede hath ro lawe. 

A maſſter of no meane eſtate, a mirrour in chofe dates, 

Wis happie Foꝛtune then hym gate, whole vertues mult J pra‘fe: 

Mone heauenly were thoſe gifts he had, then yearthly was his foꝛme. 

Dis copps to woꝛthie for the graue, his fleſhe no meate for woꝛme. 

An Erle ok birthe, a God of ſpꝛite, a 7 wise for his tong, (rong: 

Me thinke of right the woꝛlde ſhould Make, when half his pꝛaiſe were 

Oh curſed are thoſe croaked cratts, that his owne countrey wꝛought. 

To chop ot ſutche a choſen hed, as our tyme nere forthe bꝛought. 

Dis knowledge crepe beyond the ſtarrs, x raught to Joues hie trone 

The bo wels of the pearth he ſawe, in his deepe bꝛeaſt unknowne: 

His witt lockt thꝛough eche mas deuice his iudgemẽt groũded was, 

Almoſte he had foꝛeſight to knowe, ere things ſhould come to pale. 

hen thei ſhould fall what ſhould betied, oh what a loſſe of weight, 

as it to loſe fo ripe a hedde, that reached ſutche a height: 

In eurp art he feelyng had, with pee paſt Perrarke ſure, 

A taſhon framde whiche could his foes,co freendſhip oft alure. 

Dis vertues could not kepe hym here, but rather wꝛought his harms, 

Aud made his enemies murmure oft, bꝛought them in by fwarms: 

TAhoſe pꝛactiſe put hym to his plonge, and loſte his life thereby, 

Oh cancred bꝛeſts that haus ſutche harts, wherin ſuche hate doth lye. 

As told J haue, this vong man ſeru d, chis maiſter twiſe woo pere, 

And learnd therein futche fruit full l Kill, as long he held full dere: 

And uſd the penne as he was taught, and other gifts allo, 

CAhiche made hym hold the capp on hey, where ſome do croch full lo. 

As credite came he carefull was, how to maintaine the fame, 

And made ſmall count of life op death, to kepe his honeſt name: 

Dis father not a little glad, of his good happ thus founde, 

And he foꝛgot no duetie ſure, ta whom he ought be bounde. 

From court te warrs he wounde about, a Soldiours life to leade, 

And leaned to the woꝛthieſt ſoꝛt, their ſtepys to marche and treade: 

And followd Canon wheele as faſt, ta learne ſome knowlege then, 

As he afore at maiſters heeles, did waite with ſerupng men. 

But thole twos liues a diffrence haue, at home good chere he had, 

Abꝛoad full many a hongrie meale, and lodgyng verte bad: 

All daie in coꝛſlet caled laſte, which e made his 2 ake, 1 
ij. 
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All night vpon a couche of ſtrawe, right glad his reſt totale. 
Though thicke ¢ thin a thiktleſſe tymẽ, he ſpent x felt mutch greek, 
And euer hopyng for theſame, at length to finde reltel: . 
No {mall while there as ye haue hard, in tolde ſharpe winter nights, 
There he did feele ſtrange plags ena we, and {awe full vgly ſights. 
Some dy foꝛ lack, {ome ſeke fz death ſome liue as though ther were 
Ne God nop man, nz torment here, oꝛ hence we ought tu kete: 
But pet he markt ſome of that fort, whole eſtimation ſtoud 
Apon eche point of honeſt name, and things that ſemed good. 
De ſaue like wiſe how Foztune plated, with fome men for awhile, 
And after paid them home fo2 all, and f did them begile: 
A wearie of theſe waſtyng woes, a while he lelt the warte/ 

Aud fo2 deſire to learne the tongs, he traueld very farre. 

Ind had of eury langage part, when home ware did he dawe, 

And could rehearfall make full well, of that abwad he ſawe: 

To ſtudie wholie was he bent, but countreis tauſe would not, 

But he ſhould haunt the warrs againe, aſſignde thereto by lot. 

And eke by hope and all vaine happ, pꝛocured ta the fame, 

As though eche other glopie grewe, on warrs and warlike fame: 
Tithout the whiche no worlds renowme, was woꝛth a flye he heeld, 
Foy that is honour wonne in deede, once got within the feeld. i 
Thus in his hed and hpe conſaite, he iudg d that beſte of all, 

And thought no mouth for Suger mete, that could not taſte the gall: 
Good lucke aud bad mixt in one cup, he dꝛanke to quenche his thirſte, 
And better brooke the ſecond warrs, then he did like the firſte. 

And leſſe found fault w foꝛtunes freaks, time had fo well him taught 
At chances ſouie he chãg d no chere, noꝛ at ſwete haps much laught: 
In prifon thiſe, in danger olt, bothe hurt and maugled fore, 

And all tn ſeruice of his pꝛince, and all awaie he woe. 

In meane eſtate in office too, ſomtyme a ſingle paie, 

Some tyme fewe had fo muche à weeke, as he was loude a daie: 
Ahen woꝛlde wart wile, x wealthe did kaile t pꝛinces pride appald, 
And emptie purſe, and pꝛiuie plag's, fox perfite peace had cald. 

And kings aud kingdoms quiet mere, this man ta court he came, 
Newe kram the giues with face and lookes, as ſunple as a Lame: 
Freſhe frã his enemies hands came he, where foz his countries 2 * 

N e 
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He pꝛiſned was and foꝛſte to grant, a randſome paſt his might. 
Sent home vpen a bande and ſeale, whiche is to ſtrange a trade, 
There to remaine till he for helpe, f ſome honeſt ſhifte had made: b 
All ſpoiled kleane bare as the bird, whole feathers pluckt haue bin, 
Bothe ficke and weake his colour gon, with cheeks full pale and thin. 
The light ſo tr ange or woplde fo naught, oꝛ God would haue it ſo, 
This man had ſtarte a welcame home, whiche made him mule J tro 
His countrep not as he it let, all changed was the ſtate 
But all one thing this man deſeru d, therein no cauſe of hate. 
A careleſſe looke on hym thei caſte, lauyng a fewe in deede/ 
Thꝛough wares lnaught lame for ſeruic e lake. x felt therby his neede 
Ok fuche as could a diffrence male, of mom and trompetts ſounde, 
Frõ tabber pipe ¢ Maipole mirth, their helpyng hands he kounde: 
And thoſe that fauoꝛd featts of warre, and fauour tooke therein, 
Tith open armes embꝛzaſte hym hard, and laid where haſt thou bin. 
But none of theſe could doe hym good, to fet hym vp J meane, 
His freends decaied his facher dedde, and houſholde bꝛoke vp cleaue: 
Craue could he not, his hart ſohyt, it would not ſtoupe to ſteale, 
De ſcoꝛnde to ſerue a foʒraine prince, pꝛefarryng common weale. 
Aboue all other things on earth, his countrep honourd he, 
At home he likt moze poore eſtate, then thence a loꝛde ta be: 
CUbere ſhould he fue where ra thoſe ſpꝛings, could role his feuer hok, 
here durſt he mone op plaine for ſhame, where might velvet begat: 
But at the fountain oꝛ well hendepeaat his Pꝛinces hande, 
And in a fewe well cauched lines, to make her unperftande: g 
His cace his ſcourge, lue fo he did, and boldly did he tell, 
The lame hym ſell unto the Pꝛince, who knowes the man fall well. 
And gracious words three tymes he gate, the fourth to tell pou plain 
Unkruitkull was things were ſtraite laeſt, faire wooꝛns traks fuoles full fain: 
Chen prince nop countrep made no count, ol hym noꝛ ot his tate, 
And none of bothe would help hym home, ol whõ he ſougcht for grace. 
$02 whom and koꝛ their cauſe alone, in enemies hands he fell, 
And for their right to warrs he went, as all men knowes full well: 
And loſte his blood for their vefence, and for their quarell fought, 
And for theſame full ſlenderly, lookte to and fet at nought, 
TAlhen he his duetie to his poe, did eury date and pere, 
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Sutche vnkinde gwerdon had receiw’d,as well bekoꝛe pou here: 

He ſaied let Atarcus Regulus in fame of Romains ſtande, 

Ahiche kept his othe and did retourne, againe to Carthage lande. 

Tullie were altue to wnite, his pꝛaiſes moze at full, 

Het ſince I {capt my enmies hands, at home abide J wull: 

De ſhould not me perſwade to goe, where nought but death is found, 

My couutrep cares not foʒ my life, then why ſhould J be bound, 

To toies oꝛ anꝝ other bande, that J haue power to bꝛeake, 

Ahiche J was forced by my foe, in per ſone for to ſpeake: 

And for the hope ol countries helpe, and freends that there J hav, 

In any ſoꝛt to pleaſe my fots, I was vothe faine and glad. 

Nat mindyng ik my countrey would, releaſe me from his hande, 

To bꝛeake good oꝛder any whitte, oꝛ violate my bande: 

Foz iuſtite bids eche man doe right, which God doeth know J ment, 

But now a captiue peeld my ſelk, it maie not me content. 

Fer where that Tuilie doeth affirime, men ought t kecpe their othe, 

Auto their freends in eury point, and to their enmies bothe: 

And bꝛyngeth Marcus Regulus, tramyle foꝛ thelame, 

Cuth other reaſons many a one, whiche were too long ts name. 

He ſhewed that the Senats all, would hym haue ſtaied at Rome, 

And as in counlaill chen chei ſatte, their iugemeut and their doome. 

Was that the pꝛiſners ſhould be free, whiche het ol Carthage held. 

And he ſhould ave, kulloft his freends, this tale to hym thei teld: 

Thei pꝛoffred helpe, and oſtred thil,chis Marcus to reveeme, 

But Marcus for à further ſ kill, did little that eſtermie. 

J finde no ſuccour hope noꝛ aide, then bounde why ſhould J he, 

Moꝛe to my toumtrey in this caſe, that countrey is to me: 

Theſe woꝛdes this heauie man rehearſt, fo bade the warrs 24e, 

And thought he would no raunſome paie, for any thyng he kne we. 

Ahereloꝛe from court he tournd his face, and fo an othe he ſwoze, 

As long as he his ſiue witts had, to come in court no more: 

He kept that othe and cut his cote, as clathe and meaſure wold, 

And doune to picarvie he comes, ſome ſaied at chirtie pere old. 

And for his lands and rents were ſmall, a maiſter lent he tao, 

VA ho vb 'd his ſeruaunt not fo well, as maiſters ought to doo: 

He was not made out of that mould, that his latte malzer * * 
ele 
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Theſe twoo in bertues were as like, as Gold was vnto Glaſſe. 

Upon a daie alone he ſatte, and fated thefe words right ſadd, 

Are ſoldiours caſt at carts arſe now, that long faire woꝛds haue had: 

Shall kyngs nere neede for helpe againe, is fortune fo their freende, 

Paue theta pattent of the Gods, this peace ſhall neuer ende. 

God gaunt yet will F ſhift I trowe, foʒ on oꝛ happ Mail fatle, 

And in the ſtoꝛmes mp ſhip ſhall learne, to beare a quiet ſaile: 

And cleane foꝛget baue Dates arog that fed n youthfull peres, 

Full glad that J haue gotten home, aud ſcapt the ſcrattyng Bꝛeers. 

Ok warrs and other wonldly toiles, adue J fee their fine, 

A wife ſball now content my mynde, ſuche as the Gods aſſigne: 

A wooyng thus this hapleſſe man, rode forthe not fet to fale, 

Thought none like hym in this his ſuite, was meete to tell his tale. 

And as the heauens had agreed, the Planetts well were bent, 

Ne ſone deſcended from his hoꝛſe, and boldly in he went. 

There dwelt a ſuber widdowe chen bothe wife and wifly tov, 

Late fallen ſicke, vnknownte to hym, that tyme vnſitt to woo: 

But her diſcretion was fo greate, and his behauiour dothe, 

Theſe ſtraungers fell acqueinted thus, i pe will knawe the truthe. 

He faind an other ernd to make, diſſemblyng pet a ſpate, 

Till he might (pie a better tyme, to ſhe we her all his care: 

So takyng leaue foꝝ freends he wrought, ta hayng this thing about, 

In ſuche affaires ſome ſpake full faire, that are full well to doubt. 

Foz commonlp men take no cars, of others ſutes for why, 

Their pꝛolite as thei geſſe themſelfes, in hindꝛyng that maie ly: 

Some pꝛouiſe helpe and fee no gaine, maye fing to them thereof, 

Care cold and ſlowe fo? lacke of ſpurre, and vſe it as a ſcoffe. 

An other fort with ſtingyng tongs, ſaie maiſtres take good heede, 

This nian will fone pour feathers pull, and caſt pe of at neede: 

Q ill pou that haue bothe wealth and eaſe to pong mens curfie ſtand, 

Ind let an other maiſter be, of that is in pour bande, 

Dome leekpug rule of that the hath, and fleecyng from her firſt, 

Doe faune and flatter all the daie, and guide her as thee litte: 

And live on her, and hate her lile, and waite her death to ſee, 

And well can pleaſe her while the liues, her lectoꝛs for tobe. 

Suche in druments thele widowes haze, about them eurp howe, 
Perchaure 
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Werchance this man perceiu ·d the like, and had good caule to lowe: 

Gut as he kne we the katall chance, of things comes fram abouc, 

So he began and fought to kno we, the fine of all his loue. 

And found a date full apt therefore at large theſame he told, 

And flatly this het auuſwere was, ſhe neuer marrie would: 

It no newe thoughts fell in her minde, whereof na doubt ſhe made, 

Except the chofe a wealthie man, that had a grounded trade. 

To liue and had a hourd of gold, to keepe them bathe from dette, 

Good fir quod ſhe on riches ſure, my minde is fully ſette: 

J can with ritches vertues make, vertue with want is bare, 

F puaie you come no moꝛe at me, thus anſwerd now pe are. 

J would be lathe to hald you on, with woꝛdes and meane in deede, 

That neither you for all pour ſute, noꝛ any pet ſhall (peeve: 

He hearyng this hangde doune the hedde, and ſmilde to cloke his woe 

A woe oꝛ twoo he after ſpake, and parted euen fo, 

The waite he rode, he curſt hym ſelt, to cruell death he cried, 

And ſaied oh wꝛetche thou liueſt to long, to long here doeſt thou bide: 

Not onelp for this froward happ, but ko allother chance, 

At any tyme thou tookſt in hande, thy ſelf foꝛ to aduaunce. 

Thy vertues ought if thei mate be, ſerues chee no whit at all, 

Thy learnyng ands thee in no ſteede, thy trauell helps as final: 

Thy knowledge fought in warrs abꝛoad, at home doth thee no nod, 

Thy lãgage is but laught at here, where ſome would ſucke thy blood 

Thy Poetts vaine and gift of penne, that pleaſurde thouſandes long, 

Hath now enough to doe to make, of thee a wofull ſong: * 

Thy kreends that long a winnyng were, in court and countrey plain, 

Docth ſerue thee to as good a ende, as mirth doeth ficke mans pain. 

Thy vouth though part be left behinde, whole courſe pet is to ronne, 

Ilith bꝛagge of howe op ſeemly hape, what botie hath it wonne: 

Thy honeſt like oꝛ manly harte, that tinough eche ſtoꝛme hach paſte, 

Thy reputation hardly wonne, what helps thee now at laſte. 

Thus to his chamber in his heate, he comes with flomyng mouthe, 

And in his bloodie bꝛeaſt he felt, full many fitts vncouthe: 

And on che bedde he laied hym doune, and for his Lute he raught, 

And bꝛake a twoo thole giltleſle ſtrings, as he had hin beſtraught. 

Ind ere he flang it to the walls, my platekeere fare thou well; pe 
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Paieohe as ſweete as Orpheus Harpe, that wan his wife from hell: 

Dou Inſtruments eche one of you, keepe well your tate of woode, 

Aud to the ſcrallyng eatyng woꝛmes. J pou bequeath as foode. 
- Up ſtept he to his ſtudie dooze, all that ſtoode in his wate 

De bꝛake and burnt hothe booke and ſcroull, and made a foule araic: 

Some authours ſaie that could not be, his wiſedome did aſſwage, 

The in ward paſſions of his minde, and heate of all his rage. 

But well J wotte he did pꝛepare, to part from freends and all, 

And ſtaied but till the Spꝛyng came on, for leafe was at the fall: 
Now all theſe ſtoꝛmes and tẽpeſts paſt, this man had ſutche a vaine, 
Ahen matter mou d, and cauſe requierd, he went to warrs againe. 
And fiudyng Foꝛztune all a like, as hapleſſe people doe, 

He fell ſtraightwaies in enmies hands, and was fore wounded too: 
But taken pꝛiſnar, pꝛomeſd mutche, though little had too paie, 

(A ſubtell ſhift to ſaue the life, and {cape a bloody fraie.) 

Det Mill betauſe he gallant was, and had ſome charge of men, 

De held vp herde, aud in ſtrange place, tooke mutche vpon hym then: 
The enmielepng this pong man, bothe well bꝛought vp and trainde, 
As one that kept ſutche ſtate and grace, as he deceipt difdainde. 
And to be plaine (in eury point) vpon ſutche termes he ftoove, 

As his diſſent and ofſpzyng came, ok hie and noble bloode: 

Ok gentill rate he might make boſte, but of fo greate a ſtocke, 

Me tauld not vaunt for that deuice, was but a ſcoꝛne and mocke. 
Tell by this meanes he was ſo likt, and made of eury where, 

That all that lande rang of the fame, and bꝛute that he did bere: 

And fo the Pꝛinces of that realme, to court did call hym tho, 

Where he with feaſts and triumphs greate, and matty a courtly tho, 
Paſt of the tyme, and grewe fo farre, in fauour with the bette, 

That he would plaie at Dite and Cards, and ſo ſet vp his reſte: 
Foxhe had money when he would, and went fo gaie and bꝛaue, 

On credite that he ſinely wan, as mutche as he could craue. 

And when to takers houle againe, this pꝛiſner fouls repaire, 

The greateſt loꝛds of all that ſoile, when he world take the aires 
Vould in a maner waite at hande, to doe this pꝛiſner eaſe, 

And well were chet ok all degrees, Chat Lett this man could pleaſe. 
A nomber of his nation then, of right greate —_ and ſtate, 1 
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By this mans wore tt onely band, ſtraight waie their fredome gate, 
Foꝛ he was bounde foz curp one, that taken were before, 
And (oid foz their raunſome lye, and runnyng Bn the (core, 
And bzauyng out the matter thꝛough, a Ladie of greate race, 
In honeſt ſozt, and freendly meane, his freendſhip did embpace: | 
Abo pꝛomeſd hym, to ſet hym free, and helpe hym thence in hatte, 
But ſtill about this pꝛiſner loe, a pꝛiuie gard was plate, 
Pea ſutche a bande and datelp watthe, as he might not diſceiue, 
Pet he had hope in ſpite to ſcape, awaie without their leaue: 
And thapt to flye, and giue the ſlipp, if Foztune would agree, 
The watche and ward, could be begilde, and pꝛiſner ſhould goe free, 
Ind a3 thefe things a doyng were, a man ol mutche renowne, 
as takeu after iu the feld, and bꝛought ſo to the toune: 204 
There hearpng of this ocher wight, was aſkte il he din nahe, : 
Tbe former perſone nande before that daiely bꝛau d it fo, ID} 
He is quan he that laſt was caught, a luſtie Soldiour ſurr, 
8 man that mutche hath felt of woe, and greace things tanendure: 
elle till blood and maners bothe, and wants bub wealth alone 5! 
ETlhat what fir knight, haue pou ſaied trothe, and is he ſuche a one, 
Then ſhall he bye his bꝛaury dere, and pate cherefore fo well, 
He ſhall not boſte of that he gains, in heauen nop in hell: 
Do all in fuerte flang he forthe, and to this man he goes, mit 
That was in deede lo farce in debt, faz meate fo; dꝛinecke and clafr. 
And thuft hym in a pꝛilon ſtrong, where feeble foode he had. 
And heauie Irans whiche might make za ſillie (oule full ad: 
His miftres knawyng ofthe cace, her promes thought to kepe, 
Do wakpng in a Mooueſhine night, when neighbours were a ſlepe. 
he dꝛue her nere the pꝛiſon dooze, and at a windowe pried, 
The re planly full before her vewe, her ſeruaunt han che (pied: 
25 J 5 am fhe ſpake and told her mynde, as clofelp as he might, 4 
gaue hym cauncell in good tyme, to ſteale awaie by night. 
aa left hym files to fette hym free,and robes to doe hym good, 
Tlich ſome hard eggs and bꝛead in de told hym nere a wood: 
There was a bꝛome, where He wad wait, foꝛ him whẽ time dzue on 
That daen (he take a freendly league, for then fhe muſt be gon. f 
ESepp{ner did deuife bis beſte and bent to doe o dye, . 
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Nꝛepaerd eche thing in oꝛder well, as he on ſtrawe did lye: 

The tynꝛe appnocht, of his aduc, and Wye was ce: e in deede, 

Tinto the plate appointed right, with gold and i all for neede. 

But bꝛeakyng doune a rotten wall, the pꝛiſner was in feare, 

Foꝛ out of bende his Keeper ſtept, and Aked who was there: 

With that the pyiſner ſtumbled on, a hatchet ſharpe and keen, 

And raught the gealer ſuche a bla we, that long was felt and ſeen. 

Me cried and rozed like a bull, where at the village thꝛowe, N 

Cas vp and freight to hop (ebatke went, but foe the pyiſner nowe: 

Wias at the wood, where he had found, his miſtres all a lone, 

THbo wept and blubberd like a child, and made fo greate a mone. 

F 0} that thet bothe in daunger were, but what ould more be faied, 

The man pluckt vp his harte aud ſpꝛites, the woman fore afraied: 

Nan home againe to fathers houle, and he that now was free, 

Had neither minde on gold noꝛ gilt. but to the Bꝛome goes he. 

And there above a happie howze, pea twoo daies loug at leaſt, 

Me lave as cloſe on cold bare ground, as bird doeth in warme neaſt: 

Mis miſtres well efcaped home, and in the houſe the was, 

Before the crie and larum role, ſo blanileſſe did fhe paſſe. 

And her pooꝛe ſeruaunt, had wide woꝛlde, co walke in now at will, 

Although he was in hazard greatt, and louig in daunger Mil; 

Foy he had thꝛee ſtoꝛe mile to goe, emong his enmies all, 

LAhiche he did trudge in oule datke nights, aud fo as h app did fall. 

Me (cape a ſcourge and ſtourpug bothe, and came where he vefierd, 

And finelp had deceiu d his foes, what could be more requierd: 

Pet loug at home he could not reſt, to warrs ag aine he went, 

T uhere in create ſeruite ſondꝛie tymes, but half a yere he ſpent. 

And loe his Deaſtnit was o Iktaunge, he taken was againe, 

And clapt vp tloſely for x ſpte, and there to tell pou p Za ine: 

He was tondemde to loſe his hedde, no other hope he ſawe, 

The daie dꝛewe on okhis diſpatche, to bye by Warciall lawe. 

The people warm pre in the ſtreats, and ſcaffold teadie there, 

A noble Dame, his reſpite trau'd, and ſpake koz hym ſo feare: 

That then the maiſter ol the Campe, his honett anlwere hard, 

For whiche he tame iu credite ſtreight, and was at length prefard. 

To right good roome and wages too, then ee he a” 
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And left the warrs, and in greate beate, he for a wife did ſewe. 

But haſte makes waſte, an old prouerbe, for be was wivd in deede, 
God ſende ali Soldiours in their age, fome better lucke at neede: 
Now he bethought hym on the wooꝛds, the widdowe tolde hym of, 
CCihiche long be held but as a teatt,a ſcoꝛne and merrie (coffe , 

She fated that witte and wealth were good, but who a wiuyng goes 
Muſt needs be ſure of wealth befoꝛe, els he his ſute ſhall loſe: 

Foz want but bꝛeeds miſlikyng ſtill, and wit will weaue but woe, 
In louers lomes, where clothe is rackt, as farre as thꝛede will goe) 
And whé the thꝛeede of wealth doeth bꝛeake, let wit and wiſedom toa 
Doe what thei can to tie the chꝛeede, the knot will {ure vnd oo. 

The ſtoꝛ ie treats no mozethereok, yet therein mate pou ſee, 

That ſome haue vertues and good witte, and pet vnluckie bee. 

In winnyng wealth, in woꝛldly happs, whiche common are ol kinde, 
To all and pet the vſe thereof, but to a fewe a finde: 

F 02 ſome haue all their parents left, all thei them ſelues can tatche, 
And tenne mens liuyngs in one hande, and ſome haue nere a patche. 
And ſome not borne to lixteene pence, finde twentie waies to get, 
By happe pet ſome as wile as thei, no hande thereon maie ſette: 

J heard a white hoare hedded man, in this opinion dwell, 

That witte with wealth, x hap wich wiite, would gree together wel. 
But foꝛ to chuſe the one alone, he held that happ was bette, 

He fated witte was a happie gifte, hut wealch made all the feaſte: 
Tlitte with che wile mutt companie keepe, then cold oft is his chere, 
Tlealth hach companions eury where, and banketts all the pere. 

ct ealth hath che wate the cappe and knee, and twentie at his taile, 
Ahen witte hath nere a reſtyng place, no moꝛe then hath a Snaile: 
Ait is compeld to be a ſlaue, to wealth and ſerue hym ſtill, 

Het wealth is naked wout witte, nought woꝛthe where lacketh ſ kill. 
But if that wealth maie match with hap, then bid fine wit oe plea, 
Our old ꝛouerbe is giuen me hap, and caſt me in the Sea: 
Unbhappte mutt Judge this mau, in fondpie forts and waies, 

Det fortunate J call hym then, in true repost of pꝛaies. 

The cheeteſt Jewell of our like, is vertues laude well won, 

TTihiche liu’s within the other woꝛlde, when fame of this is doen: 


FINIS. 
Chyrckyards 


422 


Churchyardes Charge. 7 
nn 


g Purch Hader eve om 720 C . 
5 conde yere of the Queenes Mlaieſties ragne. 


D ough Fortune caſts me at her heele, 
And lifts pou bp vpon her wheele: 

Dou ought not ioye in nip ill happe, 

„Na at my harms, your hands to clapp. 

9 PFoꝛ calmes mate come, and ſkies maie 51 

N And J mate chaunge, this mournyng cheare: 

To gladſome thoughts, and merrie looks, 

Although pou fiſhe, with golden hooks, 

And make the woplde, bite at pour baits, 

And feede pour ſelues, with ſweete confatts: 

Myne anglyng maie, at length amende, 

My rodde it can, bothe bowe and bende. 

As caufes falls, foꝛ my beboofe, 

J leaue pou Courtiers in pour ruffe: 

J will goe liue, with plainer menne, 

And vſe mp booke, and plie my penne, 

Perhapps that J, aſmutche haue ſeen, 

As thet that bꝛaues, it on the Spleen: 

There Cannon roard, and Dꝛomme did founde, : 

J did not learne, to daunce a rounde: 

And vaunte J maie, my happe the wooꝛſe, 

J haue with manp, a thꝛeede bare purſſe. 

Been glad to ſerue, in Countries cauſe, 

Ihen vou at home, were pickyng ſtrawes: 

Since pou did ſpite, my doynges all, 

And toſſe from me, the tennis ball. 

By woozds and wooꝛks, and pꝛiuie nipps, 

A man mate ſaie, beſhꝛewe pour lipps: 

And ble à kinde, of ridyng Rime, 

To ſutche as wooll, not let me clime. 
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CAibere euery one, would Apples fheake, 
Though at the hieſt, the bowes are weake: 
The Crowe bilds there, full ſaffe ye wotte, 
And neare the topp, the fruite is gotte: 
Tell J full lowe, muſt beare my fatles, 
In climyng okten, kootyng failes. 

Tlatche pou the ball, at firſt rebounde, 
So J maie ſtande, on euen grounde: 

And plate at pleaſure, when J pleaſe, 

J am not grecued at pour caſe. 

Although that pou, with ſhiktyng bꝛaine, 
Doc reape the pꝛoſtte of my paine: 

And thꝛuſts pour hedds, tweene hap and me, 
Tthoſe hands doe plucke, the barke from tree. 
Do create and greedie is pour gripe, 

Hou eate the frurte,ere it be ripe: 

And none mate feede, but vou a lone, 

Pcu can not ſpare, a dogge a bone. 

Ye cleaue together, fo like Burres, 
Berhapps in winnyng of the Spurres: 
Vou maie the hozſe, and ſaddle lole, 

Ahen that her hedde, whole vertuc flawes. 
Shall (ce the deepneſſe of pour ſleight, 
And ſette pour crooked dealyngs ſtreight: 
And all pour painted ſbeathes eſpie, 

And wate what ſtuffe, in ſhadowes lye. 
Thinke pou fhe ſmiles not once a daie, 

To ſee how many veces plate; 

Appou the ſtage, where matter lacks, 
Hou doe no ſoner tourne pour backs, 

But greater laughyng riſeth there, 

Then at the haityng of a Beare: 

Me thinke pou chuſt, your ſhopp not well, 
Tn Court pour follies for to fell. 

That ſhopp Cands full, within the winde, 
Dy cle fo muche in peoples minde: 
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That it one fault be in pour mare, 

Tenne thoulande epes, thereon doe ſtare. 
And when thei finde, a counterkeite, 

Oz fer, fine Merchaunts ple deſeite: 

Ther crie a loude, wee ſmell a Katte, 
Some haue moze witte, within their hatte. 
Then in their hedde, that fells ſuche Tufte, 
TNlell euery man, vnto his ruffe: 

And Jinto, my coate of frees, 

Foz J in Courte, can hiue no Bees: 

The Honie there, is bought fo deare, 

J were as good, with countrey cheare. 
Sitte free in mynde, and karre from fats, 
And daiely matche, me with my mats: 

As waite emong, the hautie bꝛeede, 
TUhole humourss are, full hard to feede, 
here ſmall is wonne, and mutche is ſpent, 
And needleſſe hands, doe ſtoppe the bent: 
That well might ſerue, a thouſands tourne, 
Tuche at the pricke,to kicke and ſpourne. 
I ſhould but hurte, my ſhimies ye knowe, 
From Court to Countrep will Faroe: 
t Aith mutche ill happ, and loſle with all, 
Now mate mp boule, to byas fall. 

In alleys ſmothe, where it mate rome, 

J {ee in Court, ſhines not the Sonne: 

But on a fewe, that Fortune liks, 

And there a man, ſhall paſſe the Piks. 
Eare he mate purchace that he craues, 

As one doeth paole, an other ſhaues: 

Amd marqueſotts, the beard full trimme, 
Pet nothyng runneth oꝛe the bꝛimme. 

Till purſſe be full, and then perhapps, 
Then ſtrings doe bꝛeake, there falles ſome ſrrayps: 
Into pour hands, watche that who kite, 

A birde is better ſure in fiſte. 
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Then fiue in keeld, keepe that thou hatte, 


Ahere wealth and witte and tyme doeth waſte: 


Looke not to dwell, what dꝛawes thee there, 
But gaine op gloꝛie, loue, ox feare, 

Il gaine to Courte, doeth make chee goe, 
Thou art no freend, but flatteryng foe: 
That daiely ſeeks, thy ſelk to helpe, 

And coucheſt like the kaunyng whelpe. 

Till p ʒince hath file, thy purſe with pence, 
And chen fim ſubtill getts hym chence: 

Ik thou in Courte, foꝛ gloʒie iette, 

As di ʒard daunſeth in a nette: 

The woꝛlde ſhall the, rewarde with paile, 
Tas neuer Courtier in our daies. 
Do bzaue as he, then will thet ſaie, 

And all not wozthe, a truſſe of hapes 

At home thy loue, as well is feen, 

And better, then in Courte J wene, 

Ik like a ſubiecte, there thou liue, 

And often good example giue: 

To luche as ands thereof in neede, 

If feare dꝛawe thee, to Courte in deede. 


The pꝛince can finde ſutche quakpng ſoals, 8 


She knowes whofe harte is full of hoals: 
And ſeeth what lucks in hollowe ſtocks, 
And treads vpon ſutche tremblyng blocks, 
From ſutche is bounties larges bard, 
And then is bountie laced hard: 

From ſuche the well hedde ſtopper is, 

A volume could J white of this. 

As large as any Chequer rowle, 

But Ithe plaine, and (ellie ſoule: 

Butt thinke and wiſhe che bette J mate, 
And little of theſe matters fate, 

Met he that ands, and giueth ame, 

Maie iudge what Mott doeth tole the game: 
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Ahat ſhooter beats the marke in baine, 
Tho ſhooteth faire, who ſhootech plaine. 
At little hoales, the daie is ſcen, 

Some in this cace, mate ouer ween: 

And thinke thet {ee in Milſtones farre, 
And take a Candle for a Starre. 

Maſſe ore ſutche toyes, aud aunſwere me, 
CUthat cauſe haſt thou in Court to be: 

Il gaine ne glozie, feare nop loue, 

To Courtyng doeth thy fancie moue. 
hat dꝛawes thee thether hedlong now, 
Giue eare, and J (hall ſhewe thee how: 


Thei litte and Tare in Courte ſome while, 


Vea on the other doech beguile. 

Tlich faireſt ſemblaunce that is ſure, 
And every cratt, is put in vꝛe: 

To ſnatche oꝛ compaſſe that thei ſeeke, 
Although it be not woꝛthe a Leeke. 
The ſineſt hedds, haue furtheſt fatche, 
The deepeſt ſight, doeth neereſt watche: 
To trapp the vpꝛight meanyng man, 
And eche one doeth the beſte he can. 

To helpe hym ſelk, by others harme, 
Theſe Courtiers haue fo fine a charme: 
J graunt there is honour wonne, 

And thether ought the ſubiects ronne. 
To ſhewe their dueties by ſome meane, 
But why haue ſome conſumed cleane: 
Their liues and lands in this deſire, 

He knowe a man maie loue the fire, 
Full well, and leape not in the flame, 
Some thinke thet winne a goodly name: 
Ahen thet at home are Courtiers calde, 
It is full gaie, ithe be ſtalde. 

Au almes knight ere that all begon, 
is happ is hard, that hopes thereon: 
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Het fich J fauour Courtyng well, 
TAould God IJ had mone lands to fell, 
Co be at their connnaundement Mill, 

Ik that a man haue their good will: 

De hath enough, what needeth more, 
Obd ladds maie ſhifte vpon the ſcoze. 
And let theit garments ly and ſweate, 
Oz with their Oſtes woorke a feate: 

To ſette the horfe in ſtable free, 

But now the wiues fo hong rie bee. 

And houl bands looke fo nere their gaine, 
A man as fone on Salſbzie plaine: 
Shall haue a cheate, as by that trade, 
The daie hath bin, who could with blade. 
And Buckler ſquare it in the ſtreets, 
Had bin a minion fine fo2 ſheets: 

But now the pence doe make the place, 
And wonlde is in an other cace. 

Tell let the matter paſſe a while, 

And heare my tale, but doe not ſmile: 

J hapt in Courte( as newe Bꝛome maie, 
That ſweepeth trimelx foꝛ a daie.) 

To be deſierd to plate and ſyng, 

And was full glad in euerp thyng: 

To pleaſe the Loꝛdes, and loꝛdely forte, 
Foz that ye knowe with chaunge of ſpoꝛte. 
Cheſe Courtiars humours ſhould be kedde, 
And glad J was to bende my hedde: 

And be at becke when thei did call, 

In hope that ſomme good happy would fall, 
To me koꝛ that apt will of myne, 
Although my dopyngs were not fine: 

A Tabber with a Pipe full loude, 

To better noyſe is but a cloude.) 

ell as the Hackney is deſierd, 

And ridden till the Jade betierd: 


I did continewe long me thought, ** 5 

And ſtill I ſpent the ſmall J bꝛought. 

And neuer got Jone denere, 

Then thought J to beginne the pere: 

Dn Newe peres daie with ſome deuire, 

And though that many men be nicete. vita 
And bluthe to make an honeſt thifte, 10 9 
J lent eche Loꝛde a Newe peres gifte: 

Suche treaſure as J had that tyme, 

Alaughyng verſe, a merrie ryme. 

Some thinke this is a crauyng guiſe, 

Tuthe holde pour peace, woꝛld waxeth wile 

A dulled hoꝛſe that will not ſturre, 

But be remembꝛed with a ſpurre: 

Aud where there ſerues ne ſpurre noꝛ wand, 

A man mutt needs lead hozſe in hande. 
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Do J was forte on cauſes greate, y 


To ſee in fire where laye the heate: 

And warme their witts that cold did ware, 
But thꝛuſt the fire into the Flax: 

It will not burne if flare be wette, 

The fithe theſe daies can ſhonne the nette. 
And hide them in the weeds full ofte, 

Thou knoweſt that ware is tempered fofte: 
Againſt the fire, fo frofen minds, 

Muſt be aſſaied by many kinds, 

To bꝛyng them to a kindely thawe, 
Mho thzuſts a candle in the ſtrawe: 

Shall make a blaſe, and raiſe a finoke, 

An honeſt meane there is by cloke. 

To ſturre the noble harts from fleepe, 
Ahoſe coffers cuſtome makes to keepe: 
Faſte lockt, that ſhould be opened wide, 
To helpe the pooꝛe at euerp tive, 

Thei fate that kne we our elders well, 
That often tymes thet hard them tell: 


pie 


« 


C. ij. 


10 


That 


Churchyardes Charge. 


That larges linketh loue full fate, 

And hardneſſe loſeth harts at laſte. 

And honour leanes on liberall wales, 
And kame and honour nere detaie:: 
Till hooꝛde in hoꝛie mucke doeth holde, 
The free and worthie vie of golde. 

Oh ſentence hye of Fathers wife, 
Iſweare by all the gods in Skies: 

Theſe wooꝛds deſerue immogtall fame, 
And nothyng is ſo mutche to blame. 

As pintchpng hands that ſhould be franke, 
Admit the taker peelds no thanke: 

To hym that giues, the cifte doeth binde, 
Eche vertuous man and honeſt minde. 
As captiue in all good reſpects, 

To be a freende in full effects: 

As farre as powꝛe maie ſtretche vnto, 
And thei that haue in warres to doo. 

Can fate, what bountie bꝛyngs about, 
TAhere that is not, the fire goeth out: 
And dyes as coale to aſhes falls, 

As Fouler taks the birde by calls. 

In ſtrawyng coꝛne and chaffe by heapes, 
So bountie as a fickle reapes: f 
The harts and all within the brett, 

Nd perfect loue can be poſſeſt. 

here franckneſſe makes no place before, 
Though force of earnett loue is moe: 

And looks not on the giſte a whit, 

It man in neede and daunger fit. 

And nde their freends bathe told and dꝛyt, 
Then loue will ſhewe a lounyng eve: 
Aud halte with you, as you with hym, 
Although that ſome can cloke it trim. 

J tell you loue is eaſly loſte, 

Sf pou on loue beſtowe no coſte: 
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Chus as before J did rehearſe, 
I {ent eche Lope a merrie veartes 1388 
A ollie libell long and large, n 0 * 
And therein did good will diſcharge: 

But nothyng did retourne to me. 

Chat J could either feele op fe, 

Saue from a bꝛooke, ſet penne bee 
Ranne dꝛopps of gold, what will pe mores 1 
Thus in this withꝛed age of ours, 

The ſmell is gone from goodly flows, 

And golden woplde is tournd to inaſſe, 

Dr hardneſſe dwells where bountie was: 

There is no wate to gaine no ſaue, 

Then learne to keepe the thyngs we haue. 

¥F 0} he that wants ſhall hardly gette, 

Except he filhe with finer nette: 

Then either rime oꝛ reaſon knitts, 

This woꝛlde peelds not to pleaſaunt witty, 

To baſeſt mynds ſometymes it bends, 

Foy all the happs blinde Fogtune fends: 

Doeth light on thoſe the fauours mitche, 

Dome man pou fee can nere be ritche. 

Though twentie pere he toyle and tofle, 

F 02 he is bonne to liue by loſſe: 

And fome that neuer taketh paine, - 

In woꝛldly wealthe voeth ſtill remaine. 

Ne Court noꝛ Countrey ſeru s fome man, 

To chꝛiue in, doe the beſt he can: 

Then finde thou faut with none or bothe, 

Tith blinde affection eche thyng gothe. 

Happ lyes not eee e 

Non Fortune follows finett Hall: 

Noz he doeth not the wager win, em E24 
That in the race hach foymotte bu. anita 

In Judges mouthe che ſenteuce yes, 
Do whether men doeth fall oꝛryes: 


Ouuarcbyardes oe: 


Locke vp to hym that ruels the Skies, 
The ritche the pooze, the foole the wiles . 
And thei ſhall finde my woopds are true, 
Thus fo) a while now Courteadwe. . 
FINIS. 
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— er tooke his ſdurple bed, 

4 to reſt from dates diſeaſe, 

4 bu ſeemde to dippe his golden hedde, 
8 vnder the Ocean ſeas: 

0 170 And faire Lacima gaune tu ſhine, 

5 ef and mount iu ftarriz Skies, ay 


a ae my i eyes. 

And pꝛickt me fo to take a napp, that as in coutche Pilate, 

J dꝛeampt that Matur es kectebabes atiout my bedde gan plates 

And bad me riſe, and vewe a monk, chat kiude n newe would frame, 
Fo that the thaught bothe gods ¢ meu, would help to foꝛge thefame 
Dou ſpeake but like pong girles ꝙ J, fhe hath all ready doen, 

Sutche works as now her hands would miſſe, ifthei were vnbegon: 
TTlith that dame Nature had J ſpide, with angrie vilage redde, 

And in her furte latte her doune, full right ag ainſt my bedde. 

Thy foole quod fhe is Nature not, fo perfite of her kill, 

That the can giue to fleſhe and fell, what ſhape aud foꝛme fhe will: 
Chou {eet eche wooꝛkmau finer grobes, eche wit daeth riper ware, 
And knowledge can amende at full, the faults where cunnyng lacks. 
The Goldſmith and the Caruer bothe, and all chat woꝛks with s 
Doe mende their hands and datelxare, by Nature fer to ſchoole: 

The p unces pallace made of old loo kes tke a ſheepe coat now, 

So ik this tyme and Nature liſte, to ſhewe their tonnyng throw, 
ee can fet forthe a Candle blaſe, bepond the ſhinyng Sonne, 
And take the light frõ twinkling ſtarrs, whiles Mone her cours ſhal 
Can J not call for Beautie wham, that J haue lent at large, (can: 
Haue not the hye imm tall . 1 

Mwy „. no 


_ Churchardes Charge, 12 


And maie not Mature bꝛeake eche ntould,p once her hand hath made, 
And wopke this pearthlp dꝛoſſe againe, vnto a finer trade: 
Hes fure ſaied ſhe, and I there wich, did humble pardon traue, 

And at one inſtaunt by a ſigne, that mightie Mature gaue. 

A thoufande wooꝛkmen all with tooles, came tlꝛuſtyng in a rout, 

And eche vnto his labour kalls, as tourne doeth come about: 

Thei blewe and puft and ſmoke out fweate, as though inthe did lye, 
To ſhape a mould, oꝛ ſhew though cloude, that Venus dꝛopt fro ſkie 
Haue doen quod Rinde it ſhalbe thus, too long ye trifle here, 

Then Cunnyng bp her curious art, deuil de fiche collour clere: 
That did the ruddie Role dil daine, and pafle the Lilie white, 

If that a medley of thoſe twaine, were made to pleaſe delite. 

The woozkmen in this haſtie bꝛoile, had raiſed vp a mould, 

And eche one in his office fine, had doen the beſte he could: 

Now ſatte thet Mill in ſilence ſadd, and reſted fo a ſpace, b 
CHith that dame Nature by her l kill, {et forthe fo trimme a face, 
That Sonne and Moone and ſeuen ſtarrs, did ſeem therein to ſhine, 
In whiche the pleaſant gods had plaſt, a paire of gladſome eyne: 
Dea cuerp God one gift her gaue, as Pallas for her parte, 

Moſſeſt her with a noble hedde, to iudge oz talke by arte. 

And Juno made requeſt to Ioue, that Venus Queene of Loue, 
Should neuer with kalſe fonde deſiers, her modeſt maners moue: 
Dan Cupid bꝛake a bowe fo iope, when this faire amie was made, 
In ſigne p the w Dian Nimphes, ſhould walke in grene wood ſhade 
The lilly wooꝛkmen ſeyng this, that ſeruaunts were to Kinde, 
Truk vp their tooles and ſtole awaie, pet left the mould behinde: 
CUhiche as J gelle ok diuers ſtones, was mꝛought by deepe deuice, 
For therein Jazings might pou ſee, and pearles of paſſyng price, 
The Rubbie ritche, and pꝛetie ſparkes, ol Diamonds clere ¢ bꝛight, 
Che Emerald greene, and Margarets faire, x Turkes blew to light 
Ahoſe vertues paſſeth karre my penne, oꝛ pet my tons to tell, 
Demaunde pe that of ſkilfull men, that knowes their Matures well 
Loe fooliſhe man, loe here thou dolte, quod Kinde to me aloude, 
Hou faiek thou is not this new woꝛke, moꝛe faire then ſtar in cloude 
Doeth not this woꝛke make all thé bluſſe, d J haue wꝛought before, 


Dea lure, (or Nature is in minde, to make the like no moze, 
Sp 
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Bp this tyme was the Larke aloft, loude chirpyng in the aire, 

And eche one to their daiely toiles, gan bufily repaire: 

So role J vp and rold inthought. Where this faire wiglt darth dwel, 

And at the length J koue in deede. J knewe the worthy well. 
FINIS. 


Gf Of Beutie and Bountte. 


5 Hen Beautit Venus wougbter ae 
trom Jone deſtended doune, 
0 9 To reigne on pearth an Empzeſſe here, 
vrt ſcepture and with Croune: 
N To ppoleaſures pallate the repairde, 
where with a Pꝛincely porte, 
She ane an open houſholde long, in feats ad royall ſpozte. 
The fame whereof rang through the woꝛlde, fo Mtl in euery eare, 
That well was him, glad was ſhe, that might come banquet there: 
The lifts were made, the ſcalfolde deckt, eche thyng in coon arraie, 
The Loꝛdg full bꝛaue, the Ladies fine, the Courtiers trim and gaie. 
And as theſe ſtates in triumphe were, all plaſte in their degrees, 
aud tabcholde the ſhiutrd ſtaues, the people ſwarmde like Bees: 
Inept a goodly armed knight, on courſer white as Snowe, 
And twife he paſte the Tilte about, as foft as hoꝛſe could goe. 
And when he came where Beautie latte, he pauſ de with bowed hey, 
And loude in open audience then, all haile faire Queene he fev; 
J came quod he from Manhoods court, the woꝛthieſt prince aliue, 
Mho keepes his kyng dome all by ſwoꝛde, and doeth for ono ſtriue. 
By battaill and by bꝛeakyng launce, who ſent me hether plaine, 
To chaleuge for my miſtreſſe ſake, che ſtouteſt in thy traine: 
No ſoner he his meagre fated, but in there ruſht a bande, 
Ahoſe clattering harneſſe taul de their ſteeds bpd no groũd to ſtãd. 
The duſt fle we vp, the pꝛeace did ſhinke, the fomyng hoꝛſes naied, 
The trumpets blewe, the launce in reſt, the ſpurres on ſids thet lated: 
Fie cowarde knight quod Courage then, can all you fight with one, 
Spo thet retierd, and to the ſhocke, came youth all armde alone. 
Thele chãyions met as pearth ſhould ſhake, fo fierce thei ſeemd yt 
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As man became a Lyon woode, and hoꝛſe in aire ſhould flit: 

At eche encounter craſht their ſlaues, and fell amid the thꝛonx, 

The buſtetts were fo kreely dealt, the blood thꝛauah Veauer ſpꝛong. 
The Queene tride hola, ceaſe quod ſhe, vou turne pour (port to (pte, 
Some cauſe pour collour doeth cucreaſc, x Mare the patting quite: 
A cauſe quod Pouth ( moſte woꝛthy dame) and my leege Lavie dere, 
Came euer pet before a Pꝛʒince, ſo ſtaute a chalenge here. 

CCiho dare with Venus daughter boſte, dame Beautie iuſtly calde, 
That came from Skies, and fate next /oue, in ſactred ons? ſtalde: 
Though Beautie ſpꝛang krõ pearthlp cauſe, had but ape ot kinde, 
And did no heauenly gikts polſeſſe, nop vertues lodge in nunde. 

Het Boldneſſe churliſhe chalenge bꝛaue, too ſawſie is vou knowe, 
And Beautie hath too many kreends, to {ce her handled lo: 

Then Golone fle hard this taunting tale, r markt the peoples chere, 
He chꝛuſted through the thickeſt thꝛong, and doe we the ſcaffolde nere 
And all on knees he crau d to ſpeake, and aunſwere to this cace, 

On whom the Queene for honours lake, did ſhewe a gractous fare: 
Speake on quod fhe, ſo Kept he vp, and thus to her he fared, 

O puilaunt prince, thinks Mouth of bzaggs, p boldnes Panvs afraied 
J am a bꝛaunche of Manhoods blood, that route conceite begate, 
The hope and helpe of hie attempts, aud flate of euerp ſtate. 

That hether came for chat no Courte, cau be where Jam not, 

429 Toꝛnap ſeen, no rriumph made, no kame noꝛ glozie got: 

And wotte vou well, a inceſſe too, in Court J ſerue this howze, 
That is as get ate in ſome reſpects, as the is ſmall in powre, 

Ik ſtately honour can be cet by goodly graces trime, 
Oy perfect beautie be polleſt, where Bountie ſwimes at bꝛime: 

Oz wiſedome vnder feemip ſhaeds, maie thine oꝛ pet be ſeene, 

M) miſtres is a woꝛtlne dame, though Beautie be a Qucene: 
Report hath blowne to Panhoods eares, che troche of that J cell, 
Then Boldnelle needs nat bluthe to boaſt. Bountie beares the bell 
And ſith you licence me to ſpeake, J dare deuoide of blame, 

Light ſuche a toꝛche vnto pour eyes, ſhall ſhewe this Ladies name: 
Ahen Skie is clere, and Sammer ſet, to ſhewe the weather faire, 
I meane when calmie blowes the winde, and pleaſaunt is the aire. 


A arie gold then mate pou flude, full nere an Sglantine, 
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hole flowꝛs within the Forth new buds, x yet in court doth thing; 

Per countenance carries ſutche a ſtate, full right amid her face, 

As though therein the Muſes nine, had made their manſion place. 

A ratlyng ſounde vnto pour cares, of her now here J Mowe, 

Now racke t wzeſt my meanyng out, and pou my mind ſhal know: 

This ſaied eche one on others lookt, and he on hoꝛſebacke leapt, 

And ſome that dwelt in their concept, full clofe in coꝛners creapt. 

The gloꝛious fort that gapte for fame, where no deſerts could be, 

Did dꝛawe a backe and pꝛeaſt a pace, with plaine repꝛoche to fice: 

The hautie minds held doune their heds hye looks gan bluſh fo fere, 

As Douth beheld this ſodaine chaunge, he thought no tariyng there. 

The Gods regardyng froin the ſtarres, what ſtrife by Beautie roſe, 

Bad Venus call her daughter home, and home wards fo fhe goes: 

Then {awe J Boldneſſe turne againe, who gaue for Boũties weare, 

A garlande of the goodlieſt flovnes, that euer pearth did beate. 

And foarſt her fo to take the ſame, in ſigne of glozie wonne, 

As Beautie mounted to the Gods, and all the triumphe doen: 

The people ſeyng Beautie gon, with one aſſent did crie, 

That Gountie pleaſed moe their mindes, then Benutie did the epe. 
FINIS, 


© Of one that b ry diffemblyng, 
fedde his defire, 


F loue be luſte, the more my latke, 
and leſſe J thinke pour lucke, 
Det loue J not for leude delight, 

5 noꝛ gaine of worldly mucke: f 
W 8 | But for a finer freake, be pou the iudge thereof, 
ehen craft to cloke ſome ſecret ſmart, 
N bieginns to ſcoꝛne and (coffe. 
CUitte workes with woꝛds and wiells, a waie to winne his will, 
And where p fleight ſhewes gladſom miles, p world cõceius none ill 
irthe blears the peoples eyes, and makes the matter light, 
And ſadneſſe bꝛeeds ſuſpect to ſone, iu hedds of deepe foꝛelight. 
Amd woꝛlde miſlikes no topes that mirrie laughter bꝛyngs, 
Sod knowes what care the bird doeth feele, in cage that ſwetly fines 


Dope 


* 
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Some weepe in weddpng weeds, and laugh in mournyng gonnes, 
And (ure J ſmile my (elf ſometyme, when kro ward fortune krounes. 
TUhereis moſte cauſe of care, moſte ligne of ioye I Howe, 

Foꝛ pleaſure ia redauhled oft, where men diſſemble woe: 

T Aha bluntly bites a baite, and fwallaws vp aheake, 

Is caught like Gogon in a nette, oꝛ conquerd by a looke. 

But ſutche as warely keedes, and pikes out bones full cleane, 
Shall cate their fill, x learne to knowe, what daintie morfells meane 
Thus reſtyng at pour will, I feede my hidden thought, 

Tlith fancies merrie ſweete conceipts, a foode full dearly bought. 

5 FINIS. 


© Of ſtedfaftneſſe and conStancte. 


—— a Hen Conſtance maks, her boed in bloudie bꝛeaſt, 
Aud builds her bowre, with bowes of bloming trothe: 

2 i There frendlp faithe, is ſure à welcome geaſt, 

eV 2 55 And Joue doeth dwell, aud Ladie Venus bothe. 

The Gods are glad, to vewe ſutche trothe belowe, 

The heauens hopp. to lee ſutche Conſtauce flowe. 


But where fonve luſte, doeth leave firme loue awzte, 
And fickle toies, in feeble kancie falls: 
And foule delite, doeth feede the wantons eye, 
And ſkedfaſt harts, are toſte like Tennis balls. 
There Pluto raignes, uuch all his hounds ok hell, 
In irklome ſhame, and ſmotchꝛyng ſmoke to dwell. 


Oh what a pꝛaiſe, hath Conſtance ſhinyng face, 
chat greater blott, maie be then bꝛeache ok laut: 
The conſtant minde, hath ſodaine change in chace, 
But thei that will, of eurp water pꝛdue. 

Shall denke fowre whep, in ſteede of lrup fweete, 
For licrus luſts, a licour fitte and meete. 


Tenne thoulande kalſe, J linde where one is true, 


Vith faithe foꝛſwozne, loe eurp face apears: 
D. ij. Thelt 
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Theſe faithleſſe fooles, that chaunge for curp newe, 
Doe locke full ſmothe, yet pꝛoue but ſcrattyng Bꝛears, 
Since foule deceipts hath filde the woꝛlde with vice, 
De ought to giue, dame Conttance all the price, 


O blaſyng ſtarre, that burnes like Earhna flame, 
O fickle dames, goe hide pour hedds in holes: 
Approche not nere, where J doe Conftance name, 
Dour dwellyngs are, emong the dampned ſoles. 
Goe girnyng girles, and giglotts where pe luſte, 
Dame Conſtauce ſitts, in glozie with the iuſte. 
EAN, 


G Of one that fnunde fall hed in felowfhip. 


f faithe take foile, and plaine good will be lofte, 

a Fests YL et fained loue, ſeke Larks when Skie doeth fall: 
Aktriall create, be made a double poſte, 

No pꝛactiſe ſeru's, to ſhoffull Cards with all. 
Wk waityng long, can witme but cold reward, 

Bid wilte witts, goe warme his hands at fire: 

Ik trothe want, happ, for toile and greate regade, 

There is no hope. that woꝛkeman ſhall haue hire. 

Ikletters large, but little likyng winne, 

Hour bablyng tongs, in fine (mall boſte ſhall make: 

Ik ſeruice paſte, a ſute muſt newe beginne, 

Newe hangers on, in haſte their leaue maie take. 

Since ſuertie ſhꝛinks, and freendſhip ſmells of gile, 

Acduc badd monde, thy fauour laſts no while. é 

FINIS. 


VV vitten to a vertuous gentle poman, 
whofe name is in the verſet. 
Eme all my deedes by true deſarts. 
that ſheweth eury krute, 
A d paiſe my wooꝛds, and pꝛoue my woozks, 
and la eſteme my ſutte: 


U 


Mp 
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My trothe vntried bing me retire, and bꝛyngs me in diſpaire, 

P aſſe on faith hope, good hap mate tome, the weather mate be faire, 
P reaſe not to faſte ſaieth Danger then, fo feare thy foote doe ſlide, 
O khaſtie ſpeede create harmes doe riſe, as often hath bin tried: 

R epentance comes eare men beware, fo; want ok perfite (kill, 

7 herefore let reafon rule the raine, and wiſedome maſter will. 
Thus in myne he dde a battaill is, betwene my hope and dreed, 
Hope pricks me forthe, feare dꝛiu's me backe, my fancie thus J feed: 
Though hope be farre ahdue my happ, good lucke maie me aduance, 
And this great warre maie be a peace, as al things haue their chance. 
The toſſed ſhipp maie hauen it, that anker holde hath none, 

As rainie dꝛopps by length of tyme, maie pearce the Marble fone: 
Uhat fort ox holde is halfe fo ſtrong, that euer man could make, 
But poulders force aud Cannon blaſt, can make it doune to hake, 
The pelletts all that J muſt bꝛyng, vnkained faithe mut be, 

The ladder for to ſcale the walls, is troche when tried is he: 

This aunſwere maie the captaine make, to whom my ſiege Jlaie, 
hole foꝛt is wonne by ſutche a ſault, oꝛ by none other waie. 

TTlith Enſigne ſpꝛed, and battrie fet, J hope to make a bꝛeache, 

And truſt to winne by ſuite at 8 now is paſt my reache. 


eA eel so toa e e. 


He heate is paſt, that did me Fret, 
ALCOR The fire is out, that Nature wꝛought: 
Ak The plants of loue, whiche youth did let, 
are dꝛie and dedde, within my thought. 
K The F roſt hath kilde, the kindly ſappe, 
culiche kept the harte, in liuly fate: 
The ſodaine ſtozmes, and thonder clappe, 
Hath tourned loue, to moztall hate. 


The miſte is gone, that bleard mpue eyes, 
The lounpne clouds, J {ee appere: 
Although the blinde, eats many flies, 


J would the kne we, my light is clere. 
f Di, De. 
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Her ſweete dilceiuyng flattryng face, 

Did make me thinke, the Crowe was white: 
I muſe how ſhe, had lutche a grace, 

To (ceme a Hauke, and he a Rite. 


Finss. 


on 22 ritten to the good Lorde Mator( of 
London now in office) called Sir Nicho- 
las Woodroffe Knight. | 
be tyme ſhowes all, as fire woorks ware, 
in tym greate thyngs are doen, ' 
. 8 0 Tyme weau's the web, and wrought the flate, 
that paine thꝛough tyne hath ſponne: 
Tyme mutt be ſought, tyme mutt be vfde, 
5 si | tyme mutt be rempped well, 


Els out of tyme, in any ſozte, 

the tale is that we tell. 

So tyme moues pen, ſturrs the muſe, (that time had lulld a flepe,) 
To white of tyme and matter ſutche, as mate good credite kepe: 
Then my good Loꝛde, to ſoꝛmer tyme, J doc referre my verſe, 

And auncient peres, with elders vaies, that can great things reherſe. 
Tyme brought the ſwoꝛdel that eche one fears) to rule the rurall fore, 
Tyme wanne this Citie hye reuowne, and gatt it good repoꝛt: 
Time made the cholen Maioꝛ a knight, and time did greater things, 
Foꝛ tyme made ſubiects loue the la we, and honour righekull Kyngs. 
Thus tyme was nours, and mother bothe, to cholen chldꝛen here, 
And tyme out woꝛne, takes like of trothe, fo bee candle clere. 
Ahiche time my verſe rewtu’s againe, and bꝛingeth freſhe to minde, 
The tyme that long is paſte befoge, and thoufandes left behinde: 

Foy thoſe that in this pꝛeſent tyne, WH looke on Elders dates, 0 
CAho in their tyme did lome good deeds, and reaped peoples pꝛaiſe. 
As gwerdon fo2 the tyme well ſpent, and vertues right reward, 
That gien is to graffs of grace, that God voeth mutche regard: 

As tyme hath taught, good men go rule, and made the bad obate, 
Do tyme hach rooted vp all weedes, that nade good flowers "Tr, | 

his 
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This Citie claimes by tracte of tyme, a ſtately Ciuill trade, 
And is aLampe, oꝛ ſhinyng Sunne, to Countries ſillie ſhade: 
For Ciuill maners here began, and Oder roote did take, 
THE ſauage ſwaines in rubbiſhe ſoiles, did ciuill life foꝛſake. (tends, 
Here wit thꝛowe wiſedonie weldeth wealth, x woꝛlde good tyme at⸗ 
And God through trafficks toile æ paine, a woꝛlde of treaſure fends: 
Here ſtates repaire, and lawes are tried, and noble cuſtomes ſhine, 
Were dwells the Sages of the woꝛlde, and all the Muſes nine, 
The Court it ſelt, x Sunes ok court (where wit ¢ knowledge floes, ) 
Haunts here as terme and time cõmands, and people comes x goes: 
Here are Embaſtours feaſted ſtill, and foꝛraine kynges haue bin, 
Here are the wheeles of publike ſtate, that bꝛyngs the pagent in. 
And here is now the Maiden toune, that keepes her felf fo cleane, 
That none can touche, noꝛ ſtaine in trothe, by any cauſe op meane, 
Then here ought be no member lett that mare tnfecte the reſte, 
CCl pip faultoꝛs hence, and plage the wozſt, and make but of the beſte: 
Let ſtubburne route be taught to woꝛke, bid paltrars packe awaie, 
Giue Idell fotke no lodgyng here, cauſe wantons leaue their plaie. 
Searche out the haunts of noughtie men, x break the nett of theueg, 
Dea plucke their liurey oer their eares,. and badges from their ſleues: 
That breeds miſrule, and rudeneſle ſhowes, fo ſhall the Ciuill ſeate, 
(As Lanterne to all Butaine lande) remaine in honour greate. 
Demaũde how thnedebare figboies liue, r ſwearing dãpned ſpꝛetes, 
Reforme thole blading deſpꝛate dicks, that roiſte aboute the ſtretes: 
Diſperſe that wicked ſhameleſſe warme, that cares not koꝛ repꝛoch, 
urge eury houfe from graceleſſe geaſtes, that ſetts all vice abꝛoche. 
Rebuke thofe common alehouſe knights, v ſpends awaie their thꝛikt, 
And alke on Venche where Juſtice litts, how roges a beggers ſhikt: 
Teache railyng tongs to tune their ſpeeche, and talke of that is fitte, 
Holde in the raſhe and harebꝛaine hedds, by Lawe and Oꝛders bitte, 
Ruowe whence theſe ſauſie libells come, fatne diſcaꝛd would make, 
And woorke by art and crafte to pluke, the ſtyng from ſubtil Snake: 
Chis Citie is no harbꝛyng place, for veſſells fraught with vice, 
Here is the ſoile and feate of kyngs, and place ok precious price, 
Here woꝛzthies makes their mantions ſtill, æ buildeth ſtately towers 
Here ſitts the Nobles of the realme, in golden halles aud bowers: 
O 
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O London locke tothyrenotone,thy fame hath ſtretched farre, 
Thau art a ſtaie in tyme ot peace, a help in cauſe of warre. 

A feare to foes a iope to freends, a Jewell in our daies, 

That well mate matche with ary Toune, oz ſcate of greateſt pꝛaiſe: 
Here people are fo meeke and milde, that forraine nations tinowe,, 
In Cull ſoꝛt, with wealth and eaſe, mate liue in quiet nowe. 

ZUbat Citie can make boſte aud (aie, (greate God ve bleſt therfore) 
It doeth fo manp ſtraungers feede, and fo maintaine the Tore: 
Foꝛ here the more the number is, the le lle of want we finde, 
Ok cozne and cates, ſutche ſtoze is here, it anfwers eche mans minde. 
Taye well the hearth of other realmes, and vou ſball ſee in deede, 
The pleutie at this lutle Ile, ſupplie our neighbours neede: 

Ja Woplve egg trauatles any where, and then repalreth here. 
Shall fiuve eche hing good chepe at home, that is abꝛoade full dere. 
And none but London nate it well, doe th keepe one ſtint and rate, 

Ot bittailes in che market place, looke thꝛoughout eury ſlate: 
Vea, Vert when Gag for wicked life, his bountie will withdꝛawe, 
The Paioꝛ and bꝛethꝛen ſhonneth dearth, by rule and noble lawe. 
Here is pꝛouiſion foʒ the pooe, aud who that mar kes the lame 
Shall fee that woꝛthie Sages graue, deſerues a noble name: 
My boldneſle no u O my good lore, excufe though my good will, 
That euer in my Countries pꝛaiſe, is prett and readie Ml, 
Aud where the noughtie liues ol ſome, are touchtd by my peme, 

It is for Londons honour {poke that can ret me futche mennes: 
CCihiche in this ſtately ſwepheards foine, like rot ten ſhepe doe line, 
Aud who foꝛ want of lookyng too, doe tif example giue. 

God graunt whiles woꝛthie Woodroffe rules, (eeucrp other pere, 
There comes no Mothes emong good men, noz Caterpillars here: 
Thus wiſhyng well, in Londons laude, my penne J muſt excuſe, 
To Pꝛinter ſent theſe verles plaine, ol this latte moꝛnyngs mule. 


FINIS. 
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